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THE DIM DIM GIRL 


BY BEATRICE GRIMSHAW 


A Tale of Love and Romance Among 
the Mountain Cannibals 


ipoll ■■Will she run away?" he asked, still now. and excited over seeing me. the narrow, stockaded entrance, and 
panting and tolling. They will let me have anything, if almost out of sight. perceUed, it 

the "Doesn't matter; she wouldn’t get they happen to notl'-e my taking her. seemed, by none. when, without tin- 
hem far. I only wanted to prevent her Tomorrow they will repent, but we least warning, an ebonywood spaar. 

irgt taking to the bush before 1 got there." shall be out of reach. 1 hope." thrown by some dancer who hud 

with We said nothing more. Rothery be- Will's answered nothing, but his reached the craay stage, came t hrough 
that cause he could not. 1 because I do not eyes remained on the girl and there the a.'r with an ugly "Whoof!" 
and talk unless there is something to say. was a certain sadness In their glance, straight for Grace Gordon, 
lave and there was nothing Just then. "You're thinking no one will ever I don't suppose the man knew what 

The It was quite dark by the time we make much of her," I said. "You're he was doing. He simply flung the 
the reached the little cluster of brown wrong. She would never quite civil- spear anywhere, at random, because 

huts on the hilltop. As I said, the i*r. but give me six months and she'll he felt like It. Nevertheless, the 

Jder summit had been sliced olt to make a speak Knglisli as well as you or I, weapon would have gone through the 
nor. site. The houses stood like ornaments wear all the clothes any one needs, girl had not Wftlla Rothery — who wan 
had on a table; there wsb hardly a yard read and write and sew and do dim- next her. I being some way In the 
< of of spare ground on any side. dim cooking. No. I shan't teach her rear — made a quicker spring than I 

xlst. * * * * all that, only some of it. The mission should ever have thought possible to 

•ure. pELOiv. the mountain mist* will do the rest and do it well." him. and flung her out of the way. 

rass r» . . . , , , „ And then?' said Willis. In so doing he flung himself Into the 

I to wreathed and blew, and from me j djd nol amlwer at onPP . By and wa y, and the spear transfixed him. 

mis- Inevitable gorge came a low grum- by "I»o you remember." 1 said. He fell Instantly, and lay still. 

age. biing of waterfalls. Within the village “the island where we first met?" 1 could not answer for the people 

tile women were passing to and fro. "Weil." said he. "I've sometimes of the hills when their blood was 
nail- currying large wooden dishes of food, been sorry that I closed the door as worked up with dancing. I slung my 
In- iift’ng clay ^iots on and off the fires. I did." poor friend over one shoulder before 

bor- There was a smell of hot sweet pota- "Don't let it be closed." I said. "Peo- any one had time to see what was 

fire- toes and of stewed bananaB on the pie forget. Gome back with us." happening, look the girl by one hand, 

jhts air; nothing more pronounced. "Y'ou're going back?" and ran down the narrow track in the 

and "Just as well, on Rothqry'e ac-- "Yes. To the white beach there and dark as hard as I could go. 

the little palm leaf house and my When we were a few hundred yards 
great open seas that feed me. There away, and apparently unnoticed. I put 

might be a little palm leaf house down my burden, struck a match or 

for you. Isn't it a life for a poet?" two. felt the heart and the lungs. 

Willis looked hard at me. held my ear close and listened. 

»«- "You don't see everything. Simon." He was dead. 

he said. I was so stupid that Indeed In places like the Interior of Papua 
/ jf I did not understand. And yet she one thinks quickly. I saw that It was 


T MUST have nodded forward, for the 
1 next thing I remember Is jerking 
myself back and listening, suddenly 
quite wide awake, to what Kambu 
was saying. 

“We think she is bad to look at." he 
said. "Our young men do not wish 


he howled, 
t not worth 


Us close beside me. 


(fopyrlsht. lKl.t 


The Joys and Troubles 
Of a Municipal Golfer 


"Did you say there was a dim-dim 
girl here?" I cried. "Who is she. How 
long has she been here? And how — 
how — how did she get here?" 

You cannot say "how 
In any native language; it 
"What's a " ” 

Rothery. who 
“woman." 

"Good Lord 
white girl, n 


BY MAJOR TKK. I good natured. consisting of suggrs- 

HILE Douglas Fairbanks and *!•»»“ *® t ‘ om ' properly to propel the 
fur I ***** * n *be desired direction. One of 
Iur " I the boon campanions, himself a trine 
weight, 


W Charlie Chaplin may 

nish more thrills and antics I under 300 pounds' weight, gives sug- 
thsn the average man. they | reduce weight 

have not produced all the amusement 
and funny situations in the world. 

Right here in Washington we have a censor), 
continuous performance consisting of 
a nine-reel picture— a picture that Is 
kaleidoscopic In its character, that is 
intensely amusing and that gives a 
wonderful insight into the character 
of the average human. The players 
who participate In this picture are 
not the high salaried and petted 
actors and actresBes who have brought 

Our 


It means a 
_ id he says 

there's one here." 

"Isn't that Impossible?" 

"Of course. But It seems to have hap- 
pened." I showered questions on Nam- 
bu. Generally speaking, the passage 
of any white person through the in- 
terior of New Uutnca leaves a wake 
as big as that traced by a white ele- 
phant in an English village. It peeni- 
ed unthinkable, first, that any white 
woman should have penetrated to 
.those formidable fastnesses; secondly, 
that the whole country should not 
have been ringing with It If she had. 

“Hold on!" said Willis unexpectedly, 
after 1 had translated a question and 
answer or two. "I think I can tefl 
you something. He says that it was 
a white baby, and that they got It 
fifteen yam asaaons ago. counted on 
two hands and one foot, and that 
he doesn't knot* how they did." i 

"Yes. but the last only means that 
he won't tell." 

"Hold on! I remember everything 
I read. I read about this. It's Grace 


while the third inquires as to how 
the one about to drive would like to 
have a nice cold stein of (deleted by 


* * * * 

! Bang! Bany! Bang! This 
foursome has left the tee. and in 
their white loose costumes they remind 
one of the snow men In motion as thry» 
waddle after the balls. Each one has 
made a good drive. The next up la 
a twosome. One player wears leather 
leggins. army trousers and a khaki 
shirt, and his -well-knit figure be- 
speaks army training. His compan- , 
Ion has a black and while plaited 
black Jersey eoat trimmed 


added renown to California, 
artists pay for the privilege of going 
through the reel. 

If you have not. by this time, 
guessed what this story is going to 
be about. Just think of the municipal 
golf links, and you will have tbe 
"location" where a most dissimilar 
aggregation of stellar players per- 
form dally. 


shirt. 

with white, a fetching little headpiece 
surmount! her crown of brownish 
hair, upon which the sun plays, show- 
ing a glimpse here and there of deep 
bronae hue. Her violet eyes are of 
the kind that sent Mark Anthony on 
his wild dash up the Nile, her tiny 
Some of the players who feet arr encased In 'hlack and whits 

.. „ , sport shoes. The man builds the little 

frequent the municipal golf links mound of aH|tld< lhf b .„ 

would furnish Dickens, were he alive, upon Its apex and. like a true gal- 
wlth enough material to double his **nt. gives her the honor of the first 
you should h:tve I work, of character sketching. As h?r » Sraw.^h.cT 

ntces - 1 one motors to these links he has a club, gives a nervous little swing and 
view of the site of the famous Long the hail goes off at an angle— distance 
Bridge, now replaced by a modern thirty feet. Manlike, to curry favor, 
structure. He sees the beautiful place he hastens to assure Iter that he did 
that was once the home of that gal- not place the boil properly, 
lant southern gentleman, Robert E. Those waiting for their turn are 
Lee. He notes the spider-like far- Ailed with various . motions. The 

reaching towers of one of the greatest hardened golf fan maintains a stolid 

wireless plants in the world, and as demeanor II. visage is a regular 
his eye follows tbe course of the poker face; .• h — who have pla><-d 
Potomac River he sees in the distance hut a short while show sympathy, 
the famous old city of Alexandria. while on the f.i-i-s of 'hose who arc 
Turning Hains point at the lower making their first public attempt is 
end of the golf course, one comes depicted determination to excel the 
back by the side of a branch of the maiden's effort. It is now hla turn 
Potomac in which are harbored the and the stand* breathless, swaltlnc 
humble rowboat. the little "putt. her hero to cither make it “In one” 
putt" launch of twenty feet or more! °r else get a "birdie" He hltchea up 
he gaxea perhaps with envy at numer- hit trousers, takes Ills sinner, swings 
ous spick-and-span private yachts, the back his cluh. starts ihe drive, looks a 
property of wealthy senators or other «t her Instead of tin hall, and "dubs" 
high officials The auto Is then turned his shot. Those lustrous orbs depict 
to the left and straight ahead are two mined emotion, there Is an Instant 
commodious and well equipped club- flicker of amusement, then one of 
houses, one for the fair sex and the womanly sympathy. He smiles a 
other for mere man. In each house sickly grin, looks around at the walt- 
are lockers, showerbaths and all the ing crowd, a flush steals o’er hia face, 
conveniences. Twenty-five cents Is then his Jsw Is squared. In his eyes J 
paid the courteoua attendant and a comes a look of determination. Hs 
ticket from a roll similar to those sets himself and. bang! — a good drive, 
used In motion picture houses la pre- straight as a shot from a rifle. She 
sented. Then one passes the swing- looks at the other women with an air 
Ing doors and stands on the tile porch, of proud possession: he hurls a glance 
before the eye Is a beautiful nine- of defiance at the waiting throng and 
hole course. The bunkers and other they pasa out of the picture toward 
haxards are artificial, as are the putt- the next tee. 

Ing greens, and while the course Is You do not hear a sigh of relief 
level except for the hazards and the from thoae who are waiting, but you 
greens. It Is one on which the plaver sense it Just the same. The next, a 
"earns everything he gets." The fair- threesome. One a southpaw, another 
ways are kept in good condition and * slight, nervous chap — a atudent of 
while some have criticized them as * BW - perhaps. The other was a husky 
being too narrow, players who drive fellow, built to pull the No. 3 oar 
for direction do not complain. The of * crew. Three cracks that re- 
higher grass, know-n as the “rough " mind one of the impact of a haso 
on either side of the fairway tests h **' ** 11 h,u B *be Ruth's hat! These 
the players' skill, for the "rough" is «*>rea are half way down toward the 
all that Its name implies, and once No. 1 hole before the next four- 
the ball enters it, forward direction * om * Its place. The composi- 

ceases. tlon of these players Is as follows: 

* * * * A pair of newly-weds ond a pair of 

near-weds. You watch the hubby and 

"pHE putting greens are not level; the hubby-to-be fix the little mounds 
they are undulating. In the main, of sand and something causes you to 
and call for the maximum amount of ^"^.Sea™ STCf 

skill. The surfacea are, however, earahot. You can't he profane and 
beautifully kept. As you leave the polite at one and the same time. Pour 
clubhouse and wander to the first drlv «. two giggles, three of the halls 
, . .. . have iron** In the rough and the other 

tee you place your ball In a little tin ran reached by a good hop. skip 
gutter. This is done so that each and Jump. The fair members of the 
player will know when his turn comes quartette suggest to their escorts 
«o P«". afternoons and wY™. ” ^ ' Un “ 

Sundays the guter Is filled to over- * * * * 

flowing and It is amusing to watch - 

the players carefully note how many <t>HE nett up Is another foursome, 
balls are ahead of them. At last 1 odd ,_ assorted team, all of 


I HEARD HIM CATCH HIR BREATH AND PINCHED HIM TO KEEP HIM QUIET. 


lolling through the waves of time to Its head oft with my knife Just In rescue changed and I became as re- count." I thought. I had never shared 

me. time. solved as Willis Rothery himself? In any of the meat that the fighting 

"Whether there Is or Is not. I may So I did not flnlan what I was say- If so. I can only plead that beauty men brought home *- 

as well sleep," I thought, and so I ing at the moment, and on reflec- Is beauty end that since the beginning time; still. Z I 

slept again. tion I decided to leave It unfinished of the world man has Instinctively to he shocked. 

1 woke a little before dawn and had for good. bowed before It. Of course they had seen us long be- 

the carriers out of their blankets and We did not near the village till late Yet there was more In my change of fore we reached the place, and of 
boiling iheir morning rice Just as sun- In the afternoon, close though it feeling that plain admiration of Grace course they knew who I was — every 

rise burst like a red volcano flame looked. You can never accept the Gordon's face and figure. The sense of soul in the range knew it by that 

through the seas of mist that tossed look of things in the mountains, and some great event about to dawn — of a time. Nevertheless. 1 * 

about our peaks. Willis and 1 had besides we had to keep under shadow door near to opening — that had heard the yell they thought It 

food packed up and got away. He of the bush all the way. haunted my sleep the night before, eary to raise when we came in 

' ; I. i remember, and could It was certain that the women of now seemed to gather Itself together The men seized their spears and 

the place would be coming home from and break into light. danetd madly; the women put flown 

he said, their gardens about 5. and if the dim- "This Is it." my mind said to me. tbe cooking pots and howled like 

-. dim girl caught sight of us I was "Not death, but life." dogs. And every dog in the place 

What am I fairly certain she would make a bolt For I knew that I had found the joiried In the clamor. 

of It. I should have been none the woman at last. "Are they going to attack?" asked 

worse pleased, hot I didn't want to It would be absurd and you would the poet with Interested curiosity, 
disappoint Willis, since he was set not believe me if I told you that I. a "Walt and sec," I said. I walked 

„ *’ ‘I- strong man In the thirties, had never up l0 the biggest warrior— they were 

We came In sight of a break in the taken interest in any woman before, none of them very big — called him 

deep forest and of a little track lead- Only In books does a man paas half b y his tribal name and clapped him 

Ing to It; we concealed ourselves and his life asleep like the silly princess on the shoulder. He had me round 

sat still. In the wood waiting for love. the neck in a minute, and I remem- 

"That is the clearing for the gar- I had been broad awake atnee first bt . r ] found myself thinking that It 
| * " ’ "The women will come they tied the armlet of manhood on would be s good missionary act to 1 n - 

hich along by and by with the food for the me In these very mountains, and. as t ro duce that unknown luxury, soap. 

( evening meal, and we can see with- Kambu. my friend, had sajd. there to the people of the ranges, 
uekv out being seen — If you keep quiet." were girls even then who were ready “Pigeon of the Hills." he yelled. 
"Of couree. I shall keep quiet," said to cook my food for me — In Papua, a rubbing hie face on mine. 

Willis, indignantly. He struck a significant act. And In France and “Pigeon of the Hills'" the whole vll- 

!?l a,ch i J. to ? k 11 away and rel,eve<1 *» Queensland ... !«ge O'"* up In chorus. Most of 

him of his cigarette. Why should I apeak of any of these? them did not remember me. as they 

• Do you suppose they have no Not one was the woman. In no case had been children when I left, but 
noses?" I asked him. had It ever appeared possible to me „n ac ted as If they had only lived 

We sat there for some time before that I might marry. I had taken :t f or that moment and that event— to 
they came. The sun dipped quite for granted that light loves, fancies see me hack again. Food was cram- 
suddenly behind a tall rampart of that cams and passed, were all that med Into my mouth and Into Roth- 
before forest, and It became greenishiy dark, life could hold for me- I was not as ery's. 

f said." "Don't ***te the look of things when you swim other men. Civilized on the surface. Wc were dragged to a sitting posl- 

- - V under water. Still, it was not really beneath It I was the man of the for tlon. and two old women began to 

' -I shan't "let myself feel it too >*te; there was another hour of day- ests and the seas, not tied to houses, rub our legs. The dogs stood afar off 

much." he said. "I wish you had a light. hating the indoor life wfth a hatred and howled like wolves, as native 

shred or two more soul. Simon. Can't A dog yelped at last, and I knew deep as death. * dogs do. and the girls acted In much 

you see that the rescuing of this girl they were coming, for It was a young * * * * the eame way. simulating unbearable 

Is simply a sacred duty to one’s race?" log- *uch as the women carry about • terror. 

"I don't mind taking It so from w *«h them and tend often more care- "pHERE are men like myself in the But the w hlte girl. In her fringe of 

you.” I assured him: Indeed. I had fully than they tend their own chll- -*• world: more, perhaps, than you of grass, with her wonderful hair falling 

a considerable respect for Rothery's dr * n - , the cities would believe, and the same down . stood and looked at us silently 

odd fancies, little though I understood * touched Willis to Impress on him „ „ * Rlll She did not run away. She crept 

them at times. ,he necessity for silence, and he said problem strikes them every one. But. nearer and nearer. No one in the 

a a a a ln a „ rustling whisper, "Tee. all almost every one. they solve It by village seemed to notice. The old 

right." toVino- a hrown woman to wife or a women finished their rubbing and left 

FTER that It waa Impossible to Then they were upon us— a file of K ' UB . Somebody started a dance, and 

small, bent, brown creatures, dressed hair-caete. they were hard at it be f ore long. 

. , . In the narrowest fringes of grass hung I was different. White Australian pounding the earth, leaping, and sing- 

felt very much at home, but because about their hips, each woman loaded , he r00ts c f my sou i j would not lng,to express their Joy and exclte- 
sry found In aa- down Incredibly under a mountain of „„„ ment. And Grace Gordon. In the fire- 

faces and the firewood, babies, sweet potatoes and g* v « name nor the mothering and rrept up and up. 

, . . . bananas, and some, ln addition, carry- care of my children to a woman with When ahe had come within arm's 

>r Dusn. wnere Ing her small pet dog. on# dar |, drop | P her veins. And so length she reached out and touched 

.. «... ,»« K 

boots. I went ^“ingle* whi “dogMof. min^uSui Fn the'emepld *l?ghl of ^^"Se^wo^VhYn "h e y spoke°T n 

itherjr where to U. mountaln evenln. I met Grace -^ounU.n tongue. 

, V I. cst and merriest brown-black eyes H,re was the native woman, the * * * * 

rasing half way that a man cou , d w , ah to , aURh creature of forests and rivers, the „. 70u are Hke me .- ah « said, 

mlng sweat out and there were one or two men who *»*rdy. bush-trained girl, careless of y n , , h . vm> _. ~ 

are a perfect had features as dainty aa squirrels, money and the things that money « e * re °‘ the same village, 

len that rung and hands, tod. small and neat, as • bring*— yet. though uncultured, un- i answered her. using the native 

u Just now. you squirrel's little hands. «*>“**«*• W n Idiom. -There are many, many others 

:h one foot and They talked aa they came ln soft, with the noble teachable white mind wm Pnm * •, 

all the laws of tinkling voices, like the wind blowing ‘he pure white blood that holds In thgt village. Will you come to it 

t to be lying at through boughs or water running on carries onward no etain. with me?" 

breath." small stonea It was harder than I And — let me aay It once again she "Would they love me there?” she 

vised. "If she's could have thought aot to spring up was beautiful. . , , - 0 _ dn ... i„ b „ r ..... 

nong these peo- and greet them in their own odd I don't know how the thing might asked, an .nfinlte sadness In her _ voice 


from time to 
had seen too much of It 


? aa iwas anxious. 

° * ! not hurry me enough. 

"What am I going to see 
larie And a g* ln with lhat fluttering eager 
aao ness strong on him 
going to see?" 

„ ,1 "1 11 tell you." I said, "when we are 

‘‘j .; back again tonight." , , ------ - 

*“; a But I did not. and to this day I do upon carrying the matter through. 
a not know, although I shall, 
i ’,2 It grew 1 ‘ght; we were on our way. 
n The village where Nambu had said we 
should And the dim-dim girl was one 
that I had known long ago; I needed. „ 

» . no guide to the lifting precipice. I d o. I * ald 
plumed with dangl ng trees, up wl.:.:. 
etty our pathway lay. 

iund Rothery. though he had as plucky 
hit® • *°ul as every small, weak body held, 
seemed somewhat daunted at the sight 
an 1 of this typical Papuan "road." with Its 
her faint streak of liana ladder, half rot-- 
em- ten. dropped from ledge to ledge and 
waiting in the wind raised by the 
lave waterfall that spumed beside !t. 

; up "It looks bad." he said. "C 
an take a long time?" 

"Not If we are to get up 
e in dark to the village," 
and you come if yon feel It too much. 


missed a single hair on his head or *** but c .°' or : n "I* 1 * 1 the 

button on his clothes. With the J « sult **'<? “ b0 «‘ ,he flrat gix y* ara 
politeness of the Inland cannibal— I of a ch d s life, 
will make you a present of the ill He brushed my words aside, 
manners of the coastal breed — they I ", u *t be rescued, he said, 

waited for my pleasure, not setting ,_, Br ■*.* ** „" no ***' Y°“- 

foot on the ladder of the house. ® d man.' I answered. "Anything to 

-Nambu and Haisi and Bora." I Pleaae. Nambu will take us to the. 
said, "tell the others of your village village tomorrow, and you can do all A „ . . 

that the food is ready, and come up. the rescuing you want; I expect It I * * talk — not on my account, since I 
my brothers, without fsar. You know won't be much. No doubt they'll be 
me as your friend, the Pigeon of the glad to get rid ofOier. She doesn't 

Hills.” ' seem the Idol of the village, exactly.”. 

For so they had named m». because 'That's aettled. then." said Willis, cending 
of my piping voice. In the days when "Why — where are the men?" straight 

I was a little white savage among "Went a minute ago while you were . . 

them. talking. They don't move about like you 1,01 

"I've asked them to dinner.” I elephants — or whits people." toes — ur 

bracketed to Rothery. "What way did they goT' pering. 

"If you are quite sure that the din- "Out at the front.” . n 

ner won't be on us. I've no posalble "But that's impossible!" screamed 
objection." he said. the poet, balancing hurricane lamp In trust It. 

"On the contrary, they're probably hand, over the verge of a pretty steep "L6rd 

worrying now a to whether you and precipice. It was not quite perpen- UD _ 

the carriers don't intend to make a dlcular. but It looked very nearly eo. hi . 
feast of them. It's a favorite trick "la It. Those are their torches bob- p| th(M ,_ r 

In Papua to ask people to dinner, and blng about half-way down.” ws 

then, make them provide the dinner "Marsh lights surely!” a'm dIv ' 

themselves." "Do you want me to go down and show 

•Travel enlarges the mind. said you?’' I asked, unlacing my boots. "Just 

Willis. "I always like to discover an let me take my clothes off, and— why. I ! 

entirely new crime.” know that scarp as well as you know 

* * * * the Hotel Australia. I could walk down 

7 .. without using my hands." 1 J, V * .k- 

X5ISCU1TS these people did not un- -For God's sake, don't! Simon, you f'*' ah * 

^ derstand. nor augar. Salt I gave m ** t , "f blood run cold among these p' , 

, _ - . .. .. . . mountains. The things Tve seen you *or ‘ 

them ln handfuls, and they licked It d 0 again. 

up with Joyous cries. Then I opened "Oh.you forget Pm one of themselves, half-dra 
some tins of meat. They looked at Well, lYa settled about tomorrow, then. «>" * * 

.. , .. , , . . . I want to see the dim-dim girl as much otherwl: 

the Pioture on the outside— a highly aa you dp; m lhlnjr that interests me * 1 

colored representation of Uncle Sam far more Ulan It could Interest you. the vies 
it was an American brand— and for **»e matter of that. But I don't bodied i 
Jerked their heads approvingly. see the sense of this rescuing idea." d *rlng 

"Oh. companion." said Nambu with a You re a heathen and I won t argue ‘**rer oi 
happy smile "thla is good food that with you.” said Rothery. I scarcely Mount 
you are bringing us; man is our prop- heard him. for I had curled myself up through 
ar eating.” on the floor and was three-quarters wreaths 


